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8 Nonedraggs &el:gro up and Gown, 
ky Or doth the Goſpel ſuch drſprace 


Whoſe Conference eccho's have al all, 


Would a fat Berefice but fall. 


He whom the Ruder Yr its adore, 
And count his vile Lampoons Divine; . 
VVho P/mps in Rhime for the Old YY. ore. 
And fain would parch up Dazoz's ſhrine, 
A ſacred Protens one that can, 
Blend Gofprt with the Alchoran, 
And takes Texts from Leviathan. 


Yer if he lift, this AZotley Clark, 
H:mſclt as loud as ſmec can bray, 
The Churcl) he /Linnders in the dark, 


But H: ors tor her 1n the day : 
| Of Late he ſcofr at Miter'd Peers, ' 
Pul'd the old Gray-teards by the cars, 
And call'd them Heavess Overſeers, 


Yet now hc f.w.is on them agatt, 
AnJ grins in rage his foaming chaps, 
withes poor Presbyter in Spatn, 
AnJ tears his Edif9ing capps, 
So Cowards kill where Hero's [pare, 
And Renvogades always are. 
More fierce then native Turks by tar, 


Thus with cach Hetfer he can plow 
A Papiit or an dependant, 
VVhat point the Gales of profic blow, 
He always ſteers, and rhere's an end on't, 
Was ever ſyke a Prieſt among 
All Glofer Coblers fulſome Throng, 
To pawn his Conſcience fera Song ? 


Whilt Pres+yter with active fiſt, 
fakes it his work to preach and pray; 
"his mod: fi'd Epiſcopiſt, 
\ey R *tts to Heaven a Follter WAY » 
| With @ 2415 a11d with Violin, . 
And Ballad new on metry pin, 
He means to YVheedle ſouls from fv. 


Genevain a huff he kicks, 
And ſweats by's reverend Cufſ ac: Cot. 
The Leaman-Lakes a ſecond {tyx, 
Vhere none but damned ſouls do floar, 
Though wiſe men think its waters be, 
From all ſuch ſecret venome free, 
Nor half ſo Blackiſh as Remes Sec. 


Perhaps the man has cauſe to flicile, 


Since Irtere#t leads him to complain, 


Fearing ſome Neighbouring Conventicle, 
His Izcomes to Low E/+ ſhould Drain; 
Bur be not, f51e+.d ! atthar diſmaid, 
Should preachtn:g prove a ſorry [rade, 
Ballading is not quite decay d. 


He varniſhes his exvrous hate 
VVirh a pretended loyal zeal, 
But would in truth ſu? vert the ſtate; 
And all em+*roil the common: weel; 
His buſineſs is bur to divide, 
wound Proteftants through Calvixs fide 
Thar Popel:ngs once more might us ride. 


Sec how he /tyly 2cs his part, 
Commends Queen aries bloody days : 
And doubtleſs (hould we ſourd his heart, _ 
Such Bozefires here afrefh would raiſe. 
But Heav'n defend thoſe ſad extreams, 


We hope to kcep ur filled Thames, 
Free both from Tweds 8& T 1burs fireams 


Ceaſe then imperrtinently to Rant, 
VVe underſtand the Stale 1trigue : 
Remember the Scotch Covenant, 
V Vas copied from your gall : 
A-ainſt blew bonner ſwagger not, 
V Ve know who hatche the powder -plots 
Nor yet is /relazas blood for cot. 


Our Soveratgns pleaſure we'l obey, 
But ſcorn to True unto thine ; 
Since Charles does liberty diſpiay, 
How dare ſuch Phamleteers repine? 
Peace, Becket Funicr, know your place, 
Let no oblivion reach your caſe, 
VVho Cyphers make of a#s of Grace, 


The conſtant Rules of Heaven we know, 

V'Vhoſe Starrs in Yar:ous Orbs do move, 

VVhich we may Copy here below, 

V Vhilſt ſeveral parties live in £ove, 
VVithout Toak of Conformity, 
VVecan keep Chriſtian 4:ty, 

As diflerent Notes make Harmony. 


Yer well may cach good ſhepherd cry, 
Uno his flocks beware of Rome, 
VVhen forraign wolves ſo oft we ſpy, 
Making Domeltick #ro:1s at home ; 
: And in each corner of the Land, 
Perccive tholc ſlye ſheep-fteelers ſtand, 
To give them the Red- Letters brand, 
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VVith Holy Beads they teach to chaune, 
Their Ave's and their unknown prayers, 
And all the while to Heav'n they mount, 
Take ſpecial care to tell the ſtairs : 
The K:tchiu-wench comes into Matin, 
And loyns her ſoul withſhreds of Latize, 
Likegreazy Fnstion fac'd with Sattth, 


_ Their whole Religion is ſo Odd, 
It ſeems a Dark Myſterious Trade, _ _ 
To Difiurb Kings, and Worthip Goa, 
Only in ſhew and Maſquerade : 
A Chaos of Deformity, 
Made up of 4loed, hypocriſte, 
fraud, treaſon, and ido/a'ry. 


__ Yer you as ſoo to Maſs would Gad, 
Alas ! it is a oze to thee; 
He that Religion never had, 


May eafily a Papift be, 


Where purchas'd pardons (et hum free 
Beyond a Razers Libertee, 
. To wallow in Debaucheree. 


Though i= contrive to hide his Plot, 


We yet can apprehend the ſnare, 
Through the ſheeps-cloathing he has got, 
His foxes Ears do plain appear : 
Proteſtant Drones, look to your lives,” 
He'd fain be burning of your Þives 5 
And counts the Scriptures dangerous 
(Knrves, 
VVe'l not Recrimmnate the cale, 
Nor make #0a#? of our I oyalty, 
Bur ſtill with thankful hearrs' embrace, 
__ Our Gracious prexces clemency : 
Yer hope to prove our tynocence, 
And aRtions void of juſt offence, 
Againlt this fAanderous Pretence, 


VVhen ſu7plice was an uſele(s thi 
| thin 
_ es d Poor Relique mY as 
e preaching Cloak brought b | 
And turn d our Diſmal Night wg mken ns 
Mun Calemy, and a few more, 
Did then mcy2 on their Soverasgr5 ſcore 
Then !roops of Raileriffs before. 
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